i98             THE  TIME  OF  MY  LIFE
was literally astounded when one father, to whom I had delivered
no less than six squalling hostages to posterity over a period of
ten yean, without thanks, and had bawled-out on numerous
occasions for his carelessness, sauntered in with double the amount
of my fees for them all; he had finally struck it rich for the moment.
And not so long ago an elderly woman came down from a large
city with her beautiful daughter. Their present name meant
nothing to me, but as we talked there came into my mind the
recollection of a shrivelled, all but lifeless infant whose first
respirations were established only after many minutes of direct
mouth-to-mouth insufflations, in one of the filthiest surroundings
I had ever visited, barring none. The father was a worthless young
scamp, unwilling to work and unable to make a decent living
otherwise, and for a month or more both mother and baby hung
between life and death from malnutrition. And here they were,
twenty years later and more than two thousand miles removed,
mother and daughter sitting before me entirely self-possessed,
expensively gowned, immaculate, asking my advice as to the
need of an operation. I should have liked to know the story of
those intervening years, the route over which Providence had
guided them from extreme privation to affluence. But I could not
bring myself to broach a subject which they evidently wished to
forget; it was enough to know they had not forgotten me.